Odes                          187

None stands so fast,

Bat may be cast
By Fortune, and disgraced:

Once did I weare

Her Garter there,
Where you her Glove have placed;

stanzas brave and playful which anticipate Suckling. And the
exquisite canzonet, To His Coy Love, which begins as follows;

I pray thee leave, love me no more,

Call home the Heart you gave me,
I but in vain that Saint adore,

That can but will not save me:
These poor halfe Kisses kill me quite;

Was ever man thus served?
Amid an Ocean of Delight,

For Pleasure to be sterred;

have the true cavalier ring. In these later Odes, too, Drayton
sometimes touches the 'metaphysical* poetry of Donne and Cowley,
a kind which he did not often aifect.

Two of the odes have won more fame than the others; and
both reveal that sturdy Elizabethan patriotism which, in Drayton,
was to be proof against the solvent influence of the reign of
James L A long and interesting essay might be founded upon
the contrast between the tone of Drayton's ode To the Virginian
Voyage and MarvelTs ' Where the remote Bermudas ride/ In the
former, we have all the bravery of the golden days of the ad-
venturers.

Britans, you sfay too long,
Quickly aboard bestow you,

And with a merry Gale

Swell your stretch'd Sayle^
With Yowes as strong1,
As the Winds that blow you.

And cneerefully at Sea,
Successe you still intiee,
To get the Pearle and Gold,
And ours to hold,
Yirginia,
Earth's onely Paradise,
And a* there Plenty growes
Of Lawrell every where,
Apollo's Sacred tree*
You may it see,
A Poets Browes
To crowne, that may sing there.